dark distance.
" [That is Soho we see again," said my companion.
We dropped our outstretched arms.
Somehow I felt that all my life would be a flying away from Soho, a struggle to leave it, a brief space in beauty, and then suddenly I would turn to find that I had returned to it.
I had a brief momentary picture of mother sitting alone there on the steps. When we came home, she was still crocheting. Her glance met mine. But I said nothing. I sat down beside her. And presently we spoke, of things outside our lives, of the dresses which the passers-by were sporting, of the weather, and even of an item in the newspaper, which my sister had read to mother in English.
Mother was doing her utmost to " move [129]
ll we put out our  arms and  " flew " [128]
